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of his mistress from any contact with the wheel Each
coachman carried a tall whip in his hand, and many
whips shone with silver in the light of the lamps.   I
could not see the guests as they left their carriages
since a glass roofing stretched over the steps between
us.   The Rue du Faubourg St. Honore could be dis-
cerned under the wide arch of the porte coch&re with
the dark blue figures of countless gendarmes lined out
to bar the street.  For they were afraid at the time of
some anarchist outrage. I leant far out of the window
in the hopes of seeing what happened to the carriages
when they passed beyond my range of vision under
the projecting glass roof.    Miss Plimsoll, entering
silently, caught me in that position,    I expected to
be scolded.    She said, * You will catch cold, clear,
and you will see better if you come across to my
room/

She put a shawl round my shoulders and carried
me across the passage and along to where her own
room looked towards the garden. The glass verandah
which ran round the ballroom and the state dining-
room glowed with internal light. In the deep garden
beyond, the gravel of the garden paths had been
marked out with little green oil lamps which fluttered
in a glow-worm manner. The trees were caverns of
black shadows. From the ballroom there was a sound
of subdued music, and when from time to time groups
of people crossed the enclosed space between the two
wings, voices would rise towards us and faint laughter-
Women in frilled wraps passed out along the out-
lined garden paths into the punctuated darkness
beyond. And suddenly above the May murmur of the
night a voice could be heard singing stridently*